22           A LIFE OF FRANCIS PAKKMAST
cies. But I have discovered a new vein of talent, I think you did not suspect. In fact, I did not dream I could play the hypocrite so well as to deceive your discerning eye, on my return from Europe. I think I did, however: and I believe you embarked in the impression that foreign travel had wasted all its charms on ray incorrigible idiosyncrasy. You will answer this, will you not? I am very eager to hear from you.1 Yours truly,
F.
Parkman still  concealed the   master  passion   of his sonl when writing to another of his most intimate
friends, the next year :
"By the way, what do you mean by charging me (for the fourth time, is it ?) with a design to write a novel, or a poem, or an essay, or whatever it is ? Allow me to tell you that though the joke may be good, it is certainly old. ... If you catch me writing anything of the sort, you might call me a ' darned fool' with great propriety as well as elegance."2
In answer to his friend's charge of deception, lie wrote :
uHe [a mutual friend] tells me besides that you threaten me with vengeance for deceiving you as to my intention of < publication/ to which charge I most em-phatically plead not guilty, and deprecate your wratli. I think an occasional < posterior/ as Perry calls them, in the * Knickerbocker' will hardly put me in the predica-
1 Letter to G. B. Gary.
* To G. S. Hale, Feb. 13, 1845.